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	Re-roll

Logan claws his way towards the surface, lungs screaming for air that he desperately needs. It burns in the pit of him, the most basic, primal survival instinct. Necessary before food, and even water. All living things need oxygen, and if he doesn't get some soon his body will force him to inhale. And if he inhales, breathes in that saltwater, then the waves will swallow him and his brother forever. Merrick will never know that Rorke is dead. Hesh is a lead weight in his arms, semi-conscious form slowing him down. Logan has always been a strong swimmer, but now he is burning within. Air, he needs air- the surface is right above him, mere inches away it seems. The cast of light shining through the water is beautiful, the rays dappling the waves, especially through all the bubbles the sinking train throws up. With just a little more effort, he can save them both. Using the last of his strength, Logan kicks them to the surface and claws his way to shore like a dying man. Which, he supposes, he might be. Air, after the apparent eternity without it, is cool and sweet in his mouth even as he splutters. Giant black spots dance in the corners of his vision as he paddles to the shore.

His brother weighs heavy in his arms as he tries to keep his head above water, but the second he can Logan puts his feet down in the sand. No longer swimming, but crawling, the precious burden that is Hesh growing with each foot they make. Somewhere towards the shore, he stirs and tries to help. It doesn't work; only paints the water with long red ribbons, all of history weaving its way into nothingness behind them. The agonized groan he gives rocks Logan to the core. He did that. Shot his own brother in the faint hope that it would hit Rorke, too. Logan knows that if his brother dies here, it's his fault at least in part. There, just ahead, is the shore line. He can't seem to get there fast enough, feet stumbling and dragging the sand from exhaustion. Waves lap at his lower back, and he strains under the weight of the world. His brother is taller and broader then him, his growing years nearly over and done before the Occupation was even conceived. His father's ghost, literal this time, is a burden on his shoulders until Hesh and he are safe. His own fears nip at his heels, urging him onward, but there is nothing but the ocean.

Hesh he manages to prop up on a rock, facepaint mostly washed away by the ocean's waves. Waves that are still lapping at their feet. "L'gan," Hesh breathes, clutching at the torn leg of his pants "'m so _proud_ of you, baby brother." Tears threaten to spill, but he holds them back. Not here, and certainly not now. Loki strikes into the landmass across from them, and all Logan can think is that it's over. Rorke is dead. _Rorke_ is _dead_, and their Dad is avenged, and everything will be okay again. "Merrick," Hesh rasps into his barely functional com- Logan's had smashed against the floor of the train and broken "It's done, Rorke's dead." A laugh bubbles up in Logan's chest, and he's so sleepy, but so glad. His eyes slip closed, and Hesh throws an arm around him. "Don't go to sleep just yet, bro; Neptune will wanna check you out." Fair enough. "'Kay. Dave I swear to god I'm gonna eat the biggest cheeseburger I can find. 'M starving," He complains, and feels a spreading warmth at his brother's laugh. "You plan to share, little brother?" No, he does not. He says as much, and his brother laughs again, and then they're both laughing until they can't breathe. It feels so good to have everything over and done with.

There's a long, comfortable pause where there's nothing but Merrick and David nattering back and forth about where they are and how badly they're injured. "Eh, Logan looks like he could keel over he's so pale, but then he always looks lie that," Logan can hear Merrick laughing even three feet away, and he musters up the energy to give his brother a half-hearted slap on the leg. "Hhhhow's Riley doing?" Logan rasps, tripping up on the first word. Hesh repeats his question, but whatever he says is lost to the sound of sea birds cawing. He's just so tired. Honestly, Logan is fully ready for a bath and a twenty hour nap after he eats. When he feels himself drifting he fights his eyes open once more, but he freezes. No, no, no, no, _no_, it can't be. The sound of sand shifting and crunching under heavy feet. No one else could possibly be here, except _him_. "Dave, I love you," Logan breathes with his ill-used voice, and he feels his brother stiffen when he hears it too. "Merrick," He whispers into the microphone "we were wrong. I'm sorry." Then he reaches up and clicks it off so the others don't have to hear whatever happens.

"I love you too, Logan," his big brother whimpers, and fear bubbles inside of Logan because his big brother isn't afraid of anything "I'll see you on the other side." Hesh slumps over in a cloud of red, and the gunshot rings loudly in his hears. Logan doesn't even have time to scream before Rorke shoots him too. His stomach burns like a star, and Rorke bares his teeth when he makes eye contact. The malice glittering in his eyes fuels Logan's rage. This is the man who had taken everything from him. He was dying, and he knew it, but by god he wasn't going out with a whisper. Logan's wordless shriek startles Rorke, as does, Logan imagines, the combat knife driven into the inside of his right thigh. Quick as a flash, Logan twists it and tears downward as much as he can. The bigger man howls, and a foot slams into his face. His head snaps back, and the star in his belly is pulsing with heat, quickly growing too big for his mortal frame to contain. He knows his time is almost up. When Rorke had kicked him, he'd released the knife. Logan had nothing but an empty magnum and his brother's corpse.

His not-quite uncle is a fire, a sun of pure fury. Three more stars blossom in his torso, and his head swims briefly as he tries to orient himself. He is dying, he is dying, he is dying, and it hurts. Why won't his daddy come kiss it better. Where's his Davey? Logan forces himself to focus, though the stars inside of him try to spirit him away. Rorke has leaned down to look him in the eye once more, brown on brown, cold on heat. There could only ever have been one. Rorke opens his mouth and speaks, but the ocean is roaring in his ears despite its seemingly placid surface. He catches just the tail end. "You were a damn good soldier," Rorke wheezes, eyes foggy from the blood loss "A real spitfire. But I guess blood will out, huh. Well, that and I've got thirty years' experience on my side." To his surprise, the big man flops down on his right hand side, gasping a chuckle. "We're all going to die here today, Junior. I gotta admit; I wasn't expecting that." He makes an aborted gesture towards his thigh. The knife is still there. The stars are growing, stretching him lightyears past the breaking point. It won't be long now; Logan hopes Rorke finishes his monologue soon.

"I ain't sorry for shit, mind you. They _deserved_ it. I didn't think it would feel quite like this, though," Logan wonders if he means the stars, or the roar of the ocean. Then he wonders if daddy is coming to get him soon. He must be, because the stars are so big now that they've filled him up all the way. His whole being has become the stars now: everything that he is, is light and heat. Logan chokes on his next breath, and that draws Rorke's attention. "Shit, I shoulda put you out of your misery. Sucks dying _and_ having to watch a kid suffer like this," Selfish to the last, maybe, or maybe not. It doesn't matter. Logan's chest is burning so bright, the flashes from Loki bathe him in a thoughtless wash of color, and for an instant Logan becomes the star. The four stars finally force their way free, and Logan supernovas with them. For that second, trapped forever in that moment, he is a wash of color and light. The pain vanishes in the forever heat of a dying star. The last thing he feels is Rorke's flinch when he finally whimpers his last. His vision, which had at first been a tunnel of black, was rapidly becoming a brilliant white so bright it ought to have hurt his eyes. The whiteness doesn't hurt; it brushes over every inch of him, and is warm and soft. In that moment he is everything that he's ever been.

Logan Walker burns out like the four dying stars inside of him, and he drifts.

The stars are gone, and Logan is nothing. It is. Warm. And nothing hurts, anymore. "Would you do it again?" Words float around him and through him, and he does not understand. He is dead, he knows. But surely there was something after. Is this it? Darkness and words that flow around and through him forever, uncomprehending? "Would you do it again?" Logan doesn't recognize the voice. For all that he knows, it could be god. Where is his dad? Where's his brother? Or his mom, who he's never met? "You have a choice." These are the first words that he truly processes. He has a choice. A choice for what, though? "You can go on. Your family is waiting, and they are so very proud of you." If he could have jumped at the chance he would have, but he couldn't move. Logan had no body, after all. "Or. You can go back." Go back. How far, for how long? Would he be on the beach again, knowing that Rorke was coming? Could he save his brother? Maybe it was farther; would it be Vegas, then? Where his father died. How far, he thinks, and hopes that the Words can hear and understand. "I cannot say. As far back as you need to go. They will never know that they suffered. Not until they die. Then they will know what you gave up for them."

So Logan had a choice. He could go on, and see his father, his mother, his brother. Be at peace, and be finished. Rorke would not live, could not. He was too old and too alone to survive an injury like that. But Merrick, Keegan, Kick, Neptune. They would be alone. They would be the last of the Ghosts. The war had not ended, and they were tired, so very tired. So Logan had a choice. Can I speak to them, he wondered. Before I choose. "Yes," This word blew through him like a hurricane, circling him a thousand times over, and suddenly they were there. He could not see them; he wondered if they could see him. "I'm so, so proud of you, son," Dad. "Oh, Logan, I'm sorry I couldn't protect you," Hesh, _David_. "My sweet boy, my precious little one," This voice he does not know, except for the faintest non-memory. The voice of his mother. I love you, Logan thinks, and throws it 'out' as much as out could be. It tugs somewhere at him. He basks in the brief warm glow, before the somber atmosphere returns. "Oh, Logan," David murmurs. I love you so much, he presses. "We'll see you soon, okay baby?" his mother asks, and her voice is so soft and warm.

"Have you made a decision?" the voice asks, and Logan has. He doesn't think that he's ready, but he has made a decision.

The presences that are him family members fade away, and he has never felt so alone. That brilliant white light begins again, and a searing heat ripples through him. Logan, at least, has no fear of dying. He's pretty sure you can't die when you're dead. Still, this time the light isn't gentle and warm. It painful, spreading throughout his whole being as it swallows him whole. It feels dull, it's a blunt pain, but it spreads like a wild fire. The sort of thing that swallows you whole- the pain of the stars is nearly a distant memory, despite its all-encompassing agony, though the feeling of the very fibers of his being getting stretched beyond the pale is burned into him forever. He hopes his dad had never felt the stars, despite watching him get shot. He hopes that that feeling of being everything and nothing had avoided him, hopes that the feeling of being slowly filled with heat and light was never known. Because despite its rapidly fading memory, he remembers that it was the worst pain he'd ever felt.

There is a sudden, jarring feeling of _being_- something Logan had never thought he'd know the absence of. There isn't really a way to describe the sudden realization that you are, so Logan doesn't dwell on it. The relief he feels, though, is lovely. He opens his eyes and sees the floor. His hands hurt, his thigh muscles are burning with effort, his knees and his stomach hurts, and he doesn't even know why. Whatever the younger version of himself had been doing had gotten him hurt. Logan opens his mouth to let out a pained curse, but a high, thin, miserable _wail_ comes out. And then he's crying, sobbing as fat tears roll down his cheeks. "Oh honey, you're okay. Just a little fall." Logan hiccoughs at the voice and looks up when his eyes clear of tears at last. His dad is looming over him, looking far younger then Logan ever remembers seeing him, with not even a hint of grey to his hair. He presses a kiss to Logan's forehead as he lifts him up. No little wrinkles, no grey hair, not even the tiny scar on his nose that Logan knew his father had gotten when he'd been six.

So that dates him a bit. It's not even 2008, and he doesn't remember his dad ever looking like this. Suddenly, Logan is very scared. The only certainty he has is that he's younger then six and a half. And then suddenly he remembers the voice's cryptic words: 'as far back as you need to go.' God _damnit_, Logan thinks, if I'm a fucking baby, I swear to god. But the question still remains. What the hell had he been doing before he'd taken over as the consciousness in this body? "We'll try walking again when you're bigger, sweet pea," His dad says suddenly, cutting off his train of thought. Walking? _Try_ walking? Oh hell, he's not even a year old. "Fuck," Logan says out loud, and his dad looks so incredulous that he barely restrains a laugh.

"GABE, I THOUGHT I TOLD YOU TO WATCH YOUR MOUTH AROUND MY KIDS!" He roars, and the loud noise makes Logan start crying again. Vaguely, he recognizes the sound of Rorke laughing in another room. Mother_fucker_.

* * *

><p>Well. Here's a thing. A fix-it fic, I guess~ Plus toddler Logan battling an intense desire to smother a much sweeter, more innocent Rorke in his sleep, while they're 'napping'. And all of the trials that come with only being partly in control of your body. According to the internet, babies usually take their first steps around 9 months (don't quote me on that) and saying a words like mama or dada at as early as six (don't quote me on this either) . So we'll say Logan's 8 and a half months old.<p>

Anyway, I headcanon Logan's birthday as November 2nd, 2001. Because that's All Souls' Day, which I find delightfully ironic. Hesh I headcanon as March 28th, 1998, for no reason at all whatsoever. He was 3 when Logan was born.


End file.
